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The Application of Physical Attraction As a Device for
the Natural Selection Process
Or Spreading Cheese from Ratine, Wisconsin to Guymon, Oklahoma
by Gayla Chaney
She had never heard of Racine
and he had never thought of spending
a night in the panhandle of Oklahoma.
Wisconsin was just a synonym for cheese 
and Oklahoma, just a name for 
a Rodgers and Hammerstein musical 
to all those who lived anywhere else.
But. . . call it Fate or Destiny
or a radiator with a slow leak,
but there he was, on his way to Colorado
for a ski trip with his cousin's church youth group
that he was planning to join up with, if
and when he managed to catch up with them,
provided he made it without a hitch.
Nobody wants to crack a block,
so, he stopped for repairs and gasped-
Helen of Troy or Aphrodite of Guymon!
The genetic pool was forever changed in a flash
of electro-magnetic attraction,
by the daughter of the antifreeze man
who worked as cashier at her daddy's store,
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God works in mysterious ways.
Both professed, "I do," and did 
what most young couples are inclined to do, 
and made a crop of half-breed wheatfield Okies 
who enjoyed pressing milk curd into cheese.
They started selling it, along with radiators 
and antifreeze from their grandaddy's store,
when they weren't busy on the farm, 
which was a long way from Wisconsin.
They visited there sometimes, their father's country, 
just outside of Racine, dairy farms splotched 
with near and distant relations, both foreign 
and familiar with all varieties of cheese 
to nibble or spread on bread on highways home.
"Next year," he tells his kids, "maybe we'll go 
someplace instead of visiting cousins
and their dairy farms in Wisconsin, 'cause afterall," he adds, 
after they have quieted down and are ready to listen 
to their father's future vacation plans, 
a cheeseball and a box of Ritz Crackers 
bouncing back and forth between them,
"a farm's a farm, and a cow's a cow," 
their father says as their mother smiles,
"and tilling the land still takes a plow 
in Racine same as Guymon. Maybe 
next year. . . we'll go to the coast, 
lie on the beach or rent a cabin 
somewhere in the mountains.
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